FOUR        TALES        BY        Z   E   L   I   D   E

do not follow it, never hide yourself from a mother
who adores you. What would you have to fear^
Reproaches? I should make none; they would
pain me more than you. The loss of my affection?
I should perhaps only love you the more when you
were to be pitied, and when you were running the
risk of being abandoned by the world. To make
me die of grief? No! I should live, I should
endeavour to live, to prolong my life in order to
soften the sorrows of yours, to oblige you to
esteem yourself 111 spite of weaknesses that would
leave you in my eyes a thousand virtues and a
thousand charms."

Cecilia, on waking, read what I had written.
I summoned some sewing-women of whom we had
need. I endeavoured to distract and occupy both
Cecilia and myself, and I succeeded. But, after
dinner, while we were working together with the
sewing-women, she broke silence.

c' One word, mamma. If husbands are what you
have painted them, if marriage is worth so little,
would the loss be so great? '*

" Yes, Cecilia: you see how sweet it is to be a
mother. Besides, there are exceptions, and every
girl, thinking that her lover and herself would have
proved exceptional, regrets his loss as a great
misfortune, when it might have been nothing of
the kind."

The young lord came that day to see us earlier
than was his custom. Cecilia scarcely lifted her
eyes from her work. She excused herself for her
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